
eluded nook; yet, if one whispered, the
man and boy on the next one eould not
overhear, the tired woman with an unnecessaryand quite unornatnental shawl
over her head, who was lingering past
and staring at them, need see nothing.
Desperately Teresa brought out that inspirationallitany.love's own formula,
that never fails to rush to the lips at need.
"Do you think about me sometimes,

when you're doin' other things, at the
shop? I kop' a-thinkin' about you all
day, an' then maw'd get just as mad at
me because I didn't hear her when she'd
speak to me." So the first intonation.

Wllv lmf ortnorpfiorntinn rn«nnnrln<l
"Betcha." Then, "What did 1 seem to

he doin' in them thinks of your'n?"
"Xothin'. You was just there.like

now."
"hike.now?"
hike now. The cradling arm hack of

Teresa's shoulders drew her close; the
resting-place for her head was meant for
110 other purpose in life. The cheek that
touched hers, the lips that responded to
her litany without words.these meant
that she had Billy at last. Not so much
of his attention ns eouhl ho snared from
an anxious looking ahead, or so little as
was left after the jar and fret of ordinary
human intercourse, but the whole creature,
for the moment set to that same note
which trembled through her. This it was

that had been ordained from the foundationsof time!

TH ROUGH what was left of April, on
into May and June and July, when

summer nights, one after another, like a

procession of Kthiop queens, took the city
and held it in warm, jeweled black hands,
Teresa slipped away to the square to meet
her lover as regularly as the nights came.

"'IJo, Tress!"."'IJo. Billy!" was the
pass-word to that World of Other Estimates.aplace of moon and stars, of
dusk, spaciousness, and love.

Kntering it did not destroy permanentlythe facts of ordinary living. Mondaymorning still brought Monday's
wash. Nothing Imt good screens could
have kept the Hies out of the Durgan
Hat; nothing but the coming of fall would
abate its intolerable temperature. But
memory of the hours with Billy sometimeswalked, shod in silent, eool dusk,
right into the sizzling rooms next morning,whispered above the weird whir of
flies on the ceiling, brought something to
her nostrils and ears that was not the
smell of daily life, the noise of its contentions.When it came, teething babies and
1 A il 1 A 1.1 f..ll 1.
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believed he was getting a bone felon on

his thumb, mattered as little as the hummingof the flies.
At such times Durgan and his wife

scarcely knew what to do with Teresa.
The ordinary family discipline passed her
by and left her unscathed, smiling, aloof.

"You've got to come down on her
harder.like I do," the night watchman
admonished his spouse. "Don't you see

she's gittin' too much for you? They all
do 'bout her age."

Then, in August, came the time that
Billy went away to try for that better job.
He attempted to explain fully to Teresa;
but she only wiped furtive tears and was

sulky.
"Ain't you makin* a livin' now?" she

asked resentfully. "I wisht you wouldn't
go."
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^\nu tiiat was su sweui uiui diu.v nau iu

answer it with lovers' nonsense, rather
than bleak wisdom concerning his presentjob and the amount of money a couple
dare marry on.

Disasters seem to attract each other.
On the lirst day of Billy's absence .Icss's
baby was so sick that they had to send
for a doctor.a desperate pass financially
and physically for people in their situation.Poor Jess fretted almost as much
over the anticipated bill as she did about
the condition of her child.

In the next twenty-four hours Durgan's
felon arrived.and drove him frantic.
Mrs. Durgan labored at dressing his hand
and doing his bidding, and she sent
Teresa upstairs to help the married sister.

. The days were one long nightmare, and

when night came down, merciful,wide-winged, with healing
in her pinions, there was no

Billy waiting outside in the
dusk for Teresa to fly to. Instead,during the latter part of
the time, they had to sit up
with the baby. Jess insisted
that Carl mustn't lose sleep,
or he might fall off the scaffoldingnext day.he was a

painter. Teresa felt that her
keeping watch wasn't much

ei... ah'.
use, ior .jess came over,\ m irrii

minutes to look at the boy, and
Carl rose up in bed and groaned
at their whisperings.
TJILLY'S stay was to be a

week. The first six days
and nights of it brought Teresa
to the pass where life 011 any
terms was not worth having.
Herflesh quivered on her bones,
ller whole body seemed to hum
and sing. Her head felt light .

and queer. She could hardly
imagine how it would be to go
down into the square at the
appointed time and find Billy
waiting for her; yet toward
this consummation something
in her subconsciously yearned
every waking moment, wnat- ;
ever she was doing. 11 haunted
such sleep as she got; i( was
like thirst or hunger.
Nobody ate regular

meals any more in either
flat. Mrs. Durgan fed her
man when he roared for
food; she snatched her
sleep when he could sleep.
The entire establishment
had a bone felon on its
thumb.
Above stairs in Jess's

flat ("arl got his own meals,
silently, stolidly. Teresa i
could almost feel the
weight of his dumb hos- ,
tilit.v. The sisters picked i
up anything they could
find, and ate it as they
moved about, carrying the
baby to soothe it, or doing
the housework. . .J
That last day, the eve- £3

ning of which would bring JaUj. **

Billy, stretched out in- -35 j§|terminably; yet the sun
did go down upon it,
and just after what
would have been dinner
.if there had been any
dinner.Teresa came to
the street and looked
about her.
Everythingseemedwavy

and queer. The people out
here were not real. Even
the familiar figure across

there, waiting, seemed to
i,.., I.,,,,, .rr su... r,.u
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as if she had traveled miles to reach the
wonted.

"'Llo, Tress!"
"'Llo, Billy!"
After that, with Billy's arm around her,

they got to their bench, and found it mercifullyempty.
"Oh, Billy.oh, Billy!" In the relaxationof the moment the words were a sort

of wail.
"Did you miss me as much as all that?"
"Oh.it's been awful! Jess's baby's

sick, and paw's got a felon on his thumb,
an' you can't have a minute's peace anywheres."

Billy dm 1101 tell lier tuat slio could
have peace now.there was no need. Her
head had found its old resting-place, his
arm was round her, his cheek dropped
over against hers; the two trembled to one
ecstasy, beyond peace or rest.

"Poor kid.you've had an awful time!
I'm a-goin' to take care of you now."
She stirred in his hold, pushing her face

a little toward his neck, as the baby was
wont to move on her shoulder as she
paced the floor with it. In the plenitude
of her relief, she murmured:

"Jess and Carl just hate each other."

I
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"It seemed to her that the ste/is were double
their usual number. Would Billy be gone?"

"1 guess not.".with male tolerance, b
"Married folks has to scrap a little.bein' 13
human; but I reckon they."
"He hates her, anyhow. He won't

even speak to her, if he can help him- bi
self." w
"Aw.I guess that's just his way. si

He was crazy to get her two years ago." ti
si

f^RAZV to get her two years ago! ir
Teresa took that into her tired con- ii:

sciousness, and it reverberated ominously, tl
She hud been child enough during Jess's q
courtship to help the young couple out in
securing that privacy denied love by pov- ri
erty. It flashed back upon her mind that le
Jess and Carl might have felt very much
then as she and Billy did now! Oh, no. h
not that. Never! it

"I expect Jess and Carl think a heap V
of each other yet," Billy's voice roused
her.

"Well, paw and maw don t.
Teresa was a little surprised at her own T

mention of parents who, in thus naming fc
them, started suddenly forth as individuals.personswho had at one time
been prompted to the adventure of marriageby. No, her wildest imaginings s(

uld not link the word "lovo" with them.
"They hate eaoh other, all right." *.
"You just think so." It was easy for
lly.
"Don't 1 livo right with 'cm? Don't I
low?"
She leaned back and closed her eyes
ninst him. Behind those dropped lids
r mind raced like wildtire through the
t of married people that ended with her

own parents. Marriage.
what had it to do with
love?

"All married folks hate
^ each other!" she burst out.

Billy laughed indulgently,as if she had said
somethingchildish, instead

..<i.i,..j
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"Well, then you're goin'
to get a chance to hate me
pretty soon," lie teased.
"You ain't asked about it,
but I'm tellin' you. I got
my job. We can be marriednow any time you
say."
I She rested very quietly
on his arm, her eyes still
closed. She had a mountingterror of movement
or speech. So a rabbit
crouches before intruding
danger, striving to keep
so motionless that it
may be passed over. Billy

tjf ; meant marriage. She knew
miirrimrn. I,nv« \vn.s not.

ilij in it. She would say him
*%' neither yea nor nay.she

1/would evade as she had
Jf, evaded. Winter was a

long way olT yet. Billy'sHh' words were, "Any time
B|He you say." lie left her the

jpj say. Ah.she was safe!
jp"t The silence was long. 11
tg ended wit h her breathed

, sigh of relief, the relaxing

!Mpp?| of her tense body against
BE 'Mn* Billy, who had been gazP.'t>ing at her pale little face
Hf1 with its bluish shadows
55T" about the closed eyelids,'

took this as a signal to
push his cheek against
hers and press her lips
with his own.

"Don't!"
She was free of his arm

and on her feet, weariness
forgot ten in the wild terror
of a heart that hammered
at her ribs.

"What's the matter,
honey?"
He sat a moment where

she had left him, and
Teresa stood before him,
poised for flight. Then he
got slowly to his feet. A
man asleep on a near-by

eneh raised his hoad to look and listen,
illy drew nearer.
"What is it?" he whispered.
As he came on Teresa retreated. She
acked away till she brought up awkardlyagainst a bush, glanced about, and
iw that she was not going in the direconof home, then turned to faee her our-

lor. That was what ho seemed. In that
loment he was a stranger; the love-light
i his eyes was only the keen foresight of
le hunter. It seemed to his palpitating
uarry that she must tight for her life.
"Let me alone, Bill Ford. I'm going
ght back to the house now.1 am! You
it me alone!"
"Why, honey!" his voice reckoned with

er weakness, groped toward some lack
i himself. "Didn't I do right someway?
y'linf. i< if ttmi uninl mo (<i

"Go away!".desperately.
"Don't you want to see the ring?"
A moment she hung on fleeing foot,
hen realization of what the ring stood
>r swung her round.
"No!" she cried over her shoulder.
He caught her at the curb.
"See here," he demanded, putting him>lfbetween her and the street. "What's


